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draughts, the best of stimulants on a climb.

We were, of course, expecting to have to continue hewing
out steps, and we also had the bulge to negotiate: but our luck
held; the bulge proved innocent enough, being only part of
a small isolated projection on the mountainside. To the left
of it the passage was clear and, still better, free from ice. A
splendid slope of hard snow, in which the points of our
crampons gripped safely, extended before us into the distance.
We happened to notice that down on the left there was a
labyrinth of crevasses which showed that our line of ascent had
been the best possible one. This observation was to prove use-
ful later in an unexpected way.

Some hours of walking in wide zigzags eventually led us on
to a huge plateau, " the shoulder,5' from which we could see
the sharp crest of a ridge, continuing steeply upwards, perhaps
the final lap. It was now just after noon, and we were thirsty,
so we chose that moment for rest and the making of tea. It
was so hot that we debated whether to climb the last bit in
shirtsleeves; but Charles Warren, being a prudent mountaineer,
said that on these high places one never knows what abrupt
changes are in store and that it would be wiser to take spare
clothes, leaving the rucksack behind. We were full of-excite-
ment trying to imagine the view which awaited us on top; it
must surely be one of overwhelming grandeur, since Riwo
Pargyul is not only the highest point of vantage for a wide
tract of country, but stands midway between groups of still
higher peaks. Without being quite sure of the lie of the land,
we thought of the Karakoram to the north-west and our own
Gangotri range to the south. But most of all, we were looking
forward to our first sight of Tibet; our recent contact with its
people, their, culture, their fine sturdy character and their
philosophy of life had forged a bond between us and Tibet which
was destined to influence us in the future more profoundly than
we dreamed. A longing to pass within its closed gates had
taken possession of our hearts; already it would be a mile-
stone in our pilgrimage to look into the promised land. With
such thoughts to urge us on, we advanced towards the foot of
the ridge.

The giant was taking his noonday siesta when he was
awakened by a slight tickling on the shoulder. Looking to see
what was the matter he perceived two minute dwarfs just start-